OM SHAKTHI
Justice, the heart, and the sword, the arm Like sparkling jewels adorn: Blights and ills are like fleece Before the glance of Her fiery eyes. And therefore, Oh ! ye men of this world. Rid of rancour, guile and fraud, Cry 'Refuge' in Her called 'Shakthi', Cry 'Om Shakthi ! Om Shakthi ! Om !
'She that works with good and bad,
To us shall render only good;
.And vice shall vanish': this proclaim,
Through the seven worlds, Oh kettle-drum !
Behold She is the Ineffable Ens,
Who doth o'erthrow all their woes
Making them the peers of immortals.
Who sing, 'Om Shakthi !   Om Shakthi I Om!,'
'Wfi'vfi nut our trust in the Gosoel truthus To live in bhakthi a hundred years !ng the murk of existenei
